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POETRY AND POLITICAL CRISIS 
Sirens come and arrest the headlines for assault’ 


by Julia Vinograd 


When I open the morning paper 
blood should pour off the headlines 
into my coffee cup. 


knocking over the sugar 

which spills into their soft hair and 
open mouths in a parody of kindness 
Fugitives should dash out 

and hide under the coffee tables; 
pursuing soldiers should follow 
filling the coffeehouse 

with bullets and tear gas 

as I hide under a coffee table 
trying to protect my eyes. 

| Then sirens come and 

| arrest the headlines for assault, 

| the cups of blood get cleared away 


and read the accompanying story 
to find out what just happened. 
Then it would be real 


Also, 
i A wouldn’t like it. 


| Hawks, hose dacckbones” 
| He he the sort of silence 


| Ifone of ee we | 
| man-shaped shadows at Hae 

| took on flesh and walked again 

| it would look like him. _ 

| Still young, thin, almost alive. 

| Yes, I guess he was handsome 

| but he ae what I was Bias at. 


Bodies of dead children should roll off, 


and I stand in line, buy another coffee 


Art by Sadao Watanabe 
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Dreaming of Gentler Universes 


gentler Universes 
Santa Monica (1) 
by Peter Marin 


Wife’s dead of cancer, 

years ago. I do 

whatever a man does, 
construction, paint, break stones, 
rake leaves — muscle and sweat, 
thirty bucks a day. Hate 

shelters, live in a cave 

dug it myself above the beach 

on the cliffs, timbers 

for shoring, candles inside, 

dry as a bone even in rain, 
reading sci-fi until midnight, then 
dreaming, stoned, curled like a baby, 
of alien planets, gentler universes, 
empty skies stretched 

beyond all believing. 


Bits of Heaven 
Santa Monica (2) 
by Peter Marin 


Ride the buses all night 

rolling one end of town to the other, 
up Santa Monica, down Hollywood, 
turn around at the depot, back again. 
Sometimes they don’t pick me up, 
doors kept shut, wait 

an hour for another, passes me 

by again. Fog drifts in, 

cold, sea-mist, 

buses, lit bright, rolling by, 

warm bits of heaven won’t let me in. 
Mornings, done, get my tea at six, . 
kill time till the library opens, 

read until closing, midnight 


_again on the benches in the dark, 


the night an ocean closing around me, 
the wheeled blue whales of light 


my answered or unanswered prayers. 


JAIL 


by Julia Vinograd 


They lock you up and throw away the key 


and they can let you out again, sure, 
on probation. Under suspicion. 


| To break. and enter what’s left of your life. 


But they can’t give the key back. 
That key’s gone. 


A Private Club 


by Julia Vinograd 


In the light of a chandelier of quarters 
professionally dismal spare-changers 
exchange secret grins of recognition 


-with the select few they consider human. 


The Whole Shaggy Tribe 


by Julia Vinograd 


STREET SPIRIT 


Learning how to survive together on the streets of Berkeley. 


dreaming, stoned, curled like a baby, 
of alien planets, gentler universes... 


Palm Springs 

by Peter Marin 

On the gray sheet, motionless under me, 

she cannot see the ceiling, much less the sky. 


Yes, surely, more must exist somewhere, but 
in which direction, out which edge of town? 


by Will Walker 
We spread his ashes in the memorial grove, 
though they’re not ashes, they’re 

bits of bone like grains of rice, 

but white as bits of birch, 

we spread his ashes in the grove 

discretely by the ferns, under the redwoods, 

in among the fetching cobbled stones 

of the stream bed wet in winter 

but dry now, dry in summer in this dell 
cultivated by the tender hands of lovers, 

this dell of a sifting trail of ash so deep 

that it would bury us, bury us all 

in truckloads of these tiny birchlike bits 

of bone, these tear-sized bits, these brilliant gems 
of humerus and tibia, articulated digits, 

sacrum and skull, we would be breathing bits 

of suffocating yards of birch-white soil, 

we would be drowning in a sea of marrow bones, 
and so we sow our bone crop carefully, 

standing — as we know, full well, we know — 

in the shadow of an avalanche. 


Shadow of an Avalanche (for Lecil) 


September 1999 


AMan’s Home Is His Gastie 


by Michael Creedon 


It’s nice weather in here, but outside 
It’s a blizzard. The homeless are stacked 
In mounds outside my windows, 
Insulating my apartment while __ 
They freeze. It’s not my problem. 


I have to keep my windows closed 

To keep out the smell, but I don’t mind; 

Into each life a little wind blows. 

And maybe the answer was 

Blowing in the wind back then, 

But in here the answer is blowing 

In the central heating during winter. : 
If homes are found for the homeless, _ 
There goes my free insulation against the 

Darker elements. 


I am not afraid to go outside 

And walk among them. The abused 
Invite abuse. They deserve it. 

The dirtier and wounded and 
Stinkier and uglier and beat 

They are, the more they are 
Reviled. Heap it on! my 

Inner voice cries as I kick aside 

A sick woman who is crawling __ 
In the gutter for a piece of bread. 
Get a job, bitch! That bread 

Was meant for the pigeons. The winds 
Blow like daggers out here. 

It’s a relief to get back inside, 
Where a man’s home is his castle.. 


aia Gans photo 


The Concrete Annunciation 
by Julia Vinograd : . 


I have seen the street lights wearing haloes after a rain; 
they were not misplaced. 

I have seen the stop signs wearing bright barbaric crowns, 
cruel and imperial as some ancient Assyrian tyrant. 

I have seen the crowd of worshippers 

going slowly and reverently after a parking space. gsi 
I have seen the clothes of custom fall from tongues ina bar r 
and feelings dance naked as a child ; 
being fed to the equally naked flames. 

I have seen drunks on the cold stone altar of a back alley 
sacrificed to the sharp knife of dawn. ; 

I have seen sex made into blasphemy, 

a splendid insult unto heaven, 

rare and impossible as the unicorn, 

dangerous as the dragon 

and all for whatever the going price can get away with. 

I have seen temples to pure atmosphere. 

where coffee is only the veil upon the grail. 

I have seen waitresses branded with their smiles. 

I have seen the shadow-beast of work nipping at many heels, 
hurry and worry and money, it breathes. 

I have seen landlords lording it over their rooms, 

each a crystal in a chandelier, 

and the tenant as the light within is also owned. 

I have seen the electric eclectic and the neon nobility. 

I tell you I have seen the city possessed by a passionate god, 


| caught unprepared and panting between her cement sheets 


and all her crumbling crayon cosmetics. 


“Why do you have so many dogs?” 
a tourist asked a street dude 
who was standing firmly astride squirming leashes, 
his hat at a jaunty angle, ready to ride the air. 
“Because,” the street dude answered, 
“this one’s a man” (and he looked his questioner 
uP and down, mocking the expensive clothes) 
“and this one’s a girl and some day 
I'll have 20 dogs behind me, 
20 dogs in front of me and 10 to each side. Yeah.” 
He turned away as if the tourist 
had ceased to exist 
and leaned down to scratch an ear. 
“Yeah,” he repeated softly 
already thinking about something else. 
But just for a second I saw it, 
the whole shaggy tribe of them, 
only the dangling cigarette 
marking out the human. 
Eyes gleaming. Wagging their tails. 
Howling at the moon. 


Dog and human companion, both homeless, in Peapie’s 
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SPRING 
by julia Vinograd 

I can’t tell spring we’re fit to be trusted, 
that a clear day isn’t just good for bombs, 
and we’ll keep blood off the daisies. 

I wish I could but spring doesn’t care. 

A breast-bright magnolia petal 

uncurling from a gray-green bud 

is bigger than bullets and tired feet. 

A bird flies over lines on a map. 

Spring is brief as forever. 

I wish we could use it to heal the wounds 
we give each other. 

The wars. 

I wish there was a cure for being right. 
Thick grass and yellow dandelions 

break thru cracks in young hearts 

and old driveways. 


CIVIL DISCONTENT 


by Michael Creedon 


I feel great. 

I just hacked out another story 

Against all odds here in Oakland 

And it’s only four thirty in the afternoon. 
I’m cooking a seven-bone roast. 

Vl boil some mushrooms and - 


“Ts this it?” people ask, 

looking vaguely cheated 

at the flat lawn, a few trees 

broken asphalt, dealers and healers, 
lovers and shovers, drunks 

and hunks of time where 

bummers and summers sprawl. 

“Ts this all?” 

Yes, 

And sometimes 

it’s enough. 


| LAST NIGHT 


| by Julia Vinograd 


That wall skinned its knuckles 
against a drunk last night, 

applied some iodine and 

slapped on a bright colored band-aid 
of political posters. ; 


Lydia Gans photo 


Food Noi Bombs serves a meal in downtown Oakland. 


Saint Peter A MESSAGE 


by George Kauffman by Lynda Cobden 


RENT CONTROL 


Cnj : oP oe Pigeons are cooing in the park and their : p 
by George Kauffman sc fee mid little necks are bobbing back and forth. Pa ent oie RE ies pean 
God lives on the third floor. ‘You can come in, Homing pigeons carried the results of the oad pot Te fives tonsa: 
He pays no rent and can’t be but leave that former Panhellenic games of Greece to eecipaa ela: i 
evicted. You live on the street : neighboring cities. Homing pigeons have ot me are abe outs pectier 
and have to keep moving. The Safeway shopping been carriers of messages throughout history. And it rouldn t be a better afternoon. 
cop on the beat is your saint. cart outside.” Ma cletc  aiaal 


Pigeons perch and take flight. 


If you want to join the human race, D take flicht 
reams take flight. 


pay rent 


Wish I had another cigar 
To smoke while the homeless are starving 
Wandering from garbagecan 

To garbagecan 

Picking like pigeons at breadcrumbs. 

I can’t help myself. 

It all seems sad, all this 

Suffering. 

I want to bow my tired head in Oakland 
But I don’t dare close my eyes. 

These people of mine can do anything. 

I try to find another radio station 
Now that I’m finally tuning in. 

It’s two o’clock in the morning, 
Everybody else is sleeping 

Or else they’re like me out there 

At other radio stations. 

I can only take these things up to a point. 
One more garbage can. 

After that all hell breaks loose 
And I can’t control myself. 

I hate to admit it 

But it seems to happen every time. 


Some say it’s just a pigeon. 

A street person sells Street Spirits. 
Another person has a registered shopping 
cart full of aluminum cans and busily 
goes to the recycling station to earn funds. 


PARDON THE PUN 


by Claire J. Baker 


Je Suis Descendu 
by Robert Stevens 


Street people 
| who sleep 
__ | over sidewalk heat grates 


We who crave the ceaseless silence 
at our own hands, 

steal our solitude | 

with a private intention 


Look, see, hear, there is a message in 


the streets. There is a message for 
all, all, all, forall. - 


are grate-ful? — 


of fading into darkness, 
rather than execute 
our morbid will. 


DARK FENCES 


by Julia Vinograd 


HomeELess & FEELING BLUE 


by B.N. Duncan 


A man can be weakened by 

| blows to his spirit, 
Both imposed from without 
and self-imposed. 
We travel through life 
in much darkness, 
Now and then receiving 
sparks and glows of our 
richness within welling up. 
A perverse part of the mind 
seeks a “solution” to conflict, a 
wrapping up of it all, by courting 
downfall, courting disaster — 
often leaving more of a.mess. 
The light in us remains 
all the more precious 
for often being covered up. 


The fences around your eyes 

are there for your protection. 

The armed men guarding 

the fences around your eyes 

are there for your protection. 

You’re so well protected 

| you don’t see the fences. 

You're to write your name 

on your toothbrush, 

go thru your day’s schedule 

like a child jumping chalk squares, 
buy black plums with sticky yellow juice 
and don’t look back. 

The people on the other side are 
waving their arms, crying for help and 


We mistake the suppressions 
of our thoughts and feelings 
with strength, 


mutely insulating ourselves 
with art, intellect, and occult 
until the excess layers 

finally drown us, 


Street Spirit 
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dragging us 
down into ) 
damned obscurity. 
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A man can be weary while he 
bears the embers of bright light. 
He should not give up 

before his time. 
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The armed men are looking at you. 
For your protection. 
Don’t look back. 


when we first went under, 
clawing at the surface 
for air. 


* ni 


q - Subscribe to Street Spirit! 


I Street Spirit is published by the American Friends Service Committee. Homeless vendors receive 50 papers a day for free, sell 
them and keep ALL PROCEEDS. They earn income and educate the community about homeless issues. We accept no advertising. 
Please donate or subscribe to Street Spirit and help us remain an independent voice for justice! 
Yes! I wish to support the work of Street Spirit! 
1 © Tenclose $25 for one year's subscription. 
10 Lenclose a donation of 0 $100 0$50 0$ 25 : September 1999 


Street Spirit welcomes articles but cannot 
guarantee they will be printed. Keep your 
own copy of any work you send. 

Send e-mail to: spirit @afsc.org 

Write: Terry Messman, Street Spirit, 65 
Ninth St., San Francisco, CA 94103-1401 
Phone: 415/565-0201. Fax: 415/565-0204 


| Send Donations to: 

| Street Spirit, 65 Ninth St 

; San Francisco, CA 94103-1401 
L 
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When Will the Meek Inherit the Eaxth? 


THEY REMEMBER 


by Holman Monell 


They remember the migration west 
During the Depression, to work during the war 
In shipyards and what they knew best, 

Lost — when the job was done, 

what they were here for. 

They melted into Oakland, prospered or not, 
But still an underclass shuffling social roles, 
Not angels of the soil, laboring for what they got, 
Not lords of the land or their souls, 

We remember not the movement here, 

But the changes in the city; what was clear 
Was that nothing was the same; some were fine 
With this, and some raged, and swore out of fear 
Of the same in different clothes, 
Different skin, the thing that shows. 


as long as there’s power over, 
might as well pound the weak 
trample the downtrodden 


relocating 
by Randy Fingland 


by Randy Fingland 


borrowed a handtruck 


lapses 


in self storage 
since now I’m living 
in the middle of Harm’s Way 


a square 


there is no basis 
for the aggression exhibited 


trying to get it together 
to resettle: 

if you hear of 

a vacancy 

even curling up space 

on an empty floor 

in a condemned building 
let me know 

I have my own pillow 


it erupts from somewhere 
| out of the head 
not the heart 


suddenly 
an unwarranted reaction 
to opportunity? 


Woman by side of road, Redding, California. 
“Slept in a bed all my life long, till now—sleeping on the ground.” 


Dorothea Lange photo 


Photo courtesy of the Bancroft Library, University of California at Berkeley/Richard Ogar 


Dorothea Lange’s unforgettable image of mother and child enduring the hardships of the Depression. 


comes into view in those stretches 


to move 
cause I couldn’t afford when shadows of this present moment 
a U-haul lengthen until accessibility 

put my stuff to meaning 


attempts to merge with a round hole 


Copyright the Dorothea Lange Collection, The Oakland Museum of California, The City of Oakland. Gift of Paul S. Taylor. 


the 


sulf 


the sometime notion | 
that there’s no reason 
to act according to reason? 


the sense that 
when a weak seam surfaces 


_ in another’s armor 
; advantage? eer 


as long as there’s power 

over ; : 

might as well pound the weak 
trample the downtrodden 
boot-heel the poor & meek 


helps keep a gulf of fear 
between us 
intact, fully enforced 


OLD WomeEN On A Bus 


by Julia Vinograd 


Old women on a bus. 

Bags of groceries and kitty litter 

lean gently against their flowered shoulders 
like grandchildren used to. 

Grown up, moved away, send cards at christmas. 
They hold their squeaky vinyl purses 

square on their laps protectively, _ 

with both hands because you never know, — 

so many terrible things, 

in their day the last 20 years 


/ wouldn’t have been allowed. 


It’s worth your life to go shopping. 
Age can’t touch them 

As long as they sit up straight 

and always have clean underwear 

in case the bus crashes. 

Ankles bulge over their sensible shoes 
aching and crying at them like teething children. 
Can’t be helped. 

Teeth had to come in. 

Time has to go out. 

Unimportant. 

Old women sit there bristling, 
prepared for muggers. 


| But it is not mine. 


boot-heel the poor & meek 


Am A Homeless Person 
by Michael Creedon 


One last silver dollar 
Would get me from 

The Berkeley Marina 

To Jack London Square 
If I was going there 

And I am. It takes 

A lot of midnight 

To quench my thirst._ 

I am the night person, 
You see me on the street. 


Ihave no place to live. 


I have no place to sleep. 

And I have 

One last paper dollar. 

Why does he keep saying that? 


He’s talking to himself 55 ta rere 
In the back of the bus 


But at least he’s speaking English 
At least he’s not foaming at the mouth 


| At least he’s not wearing a bra 


But he doesn’t belong here. 
He isn’t one of us. 
He eats out of garbage cans. 


One last rubber dollar 

Would get me from 

The island of Alameda 

To the BART station in Berkeley. 

Who would take that ride? 

Why would I make that pledge? 

I am a homeless person. 

Nothing means anything to me anymore. 
I’ve about had it. 

I’m breaking down. 

You can take your well-greased monkey dollar 
And build another church or something. 
I was born in America. 

At least I thought that’s what they said. 
I was right there at the Post Office, 

In 1944. 

I saw the American flag 

Hew could I ask for anything more? 


I have always been exactly 

What you wanted me to be. 

I give up my identity 

And take on the one you give me. 


| When you look at me, 


You catch your breath and look away. 
You see menace 


I have no place to live. 

They have taken the midnight 
Out of my thirst. Now I’m just thirsty. 
Thirsty 

For an orange with no peelings. 
I want it all stripped away. 

I have one last tinfoil dollar. 
Now you can torture me. 

I am the richest man in Oakland 
Up to my knees in water 

In Jack London Square at 4 a.m. 
Sinking 

And here come the cops. 
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The Homeless 
by Michael Creedon 

I think we could create somebody ~ 
To live on these streets at night, 

Not having a place to sleep, 

No type of roof over their head. 

That would be a homeless person. 


But there’s no need to create them — 
They’re already here, 

All around us. 

I'm going crazy 

Trying to walk among the homeless 

When I am not homeless myself. 

They’re not having too good of a time, 

It’s plain to see. 

“It’s written all over their faces.” 

What do they do when their shoes run out? 
What if they want to watch a little TV? 

It’s not my fault. 
It’s not my fault. 


I’m looking back. 
I’m looking up. 
Everywhere I look there’s a homeless person. 
They're coming out of the woodwork 

And nobody really cares. 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


SMALL BEAST OF THE AP 


by Julia Vinograd ae 
| Sometimes very late I can hear a caged rabbit 
| rooting around inside my tv, - 

chewing at wall calendars and angry histories 
too dry to swallow 

and digging hopefully thru graveyards 
looking for carrots. 

It’s not a very bright rabbit 
but the snarl of crossed wires can’t hurt it 
except it’s got crossed pink eyes 

looking for a way out: 

It blinks moistly, twitching its nose 

every time some reporter says: 

“Horror - Terror - Atrocity” 

as if they were the names of other rabbits. 
It wants to get out and play with 

these other rabbits. 

Just as I fall asleep I see a soft white paw 
hovering wistfully over the reporter’s head. 


OCALYPSE 


My Country ‘Tis of Thy People You’re Dying 


| “There’s no there there.” 


Every Little Thing 
On The Street 


by Julia Vinograd 


“You don’t have to look at every 
single little thing on the street.” 
— Exasperated mother to a 3-year-old 


Yes you do 
and I wish I still could. 

That cigarette butt, 

why is it lying lengthwise over a crack 
instead of crosswise? 

How does the crackle of a dead leaf 

differ from the crackle of a plastic 
cigarette wrapper when stepped on? 

Why can’t you stay and play with the dog - 
someone’s dragging along on a leash? 

The torn piece of paper blows after you, 
can you take it home? 

The big men digging up the street 

are they looking for buried treasure? 

The broken piece of green glass 

is so shiny with the sun on it, 

much brighter than the green light “walk,” 
why can’t you touch it? 

There’s writing on the wall here 

with black paint, what does it say, . 

why isn’t it your business, 

is it a secret? 

Why is that man lying there? 

Why doesn’t he move? 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


Washington, D.C. 
by Peter Marin 


Let them look for me, what do I care? 
Their violence was all I could take — 
slow torture, no purpose or pause, 
impersonal pain, as if I wasn’t there. 
Now I patrol the trip-wire street 
stepping atop the letters of my name, 
stone to'stone across a wild stream. | 
Hand out, I’ll take what you give 

but your eyes scare the shit out of me 
and I see your fists open and close _ 
as if aching again to hold a whip. 

I know you better than you know yourselves, 
so I stand mutely, watching, watching, 
indifferent to kindness or curses, 
awaiting a Holocaust, for you to be you. 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


WHO OWES WHOM? 


by Margot Pepper 


And what if we interrupted 


the blue phosphorescent faces 
that calmly assess our fate? 


What if we stripped the presses of 
their convenient projections, 
voicing instead our own objections 
to the Mexican debt: 


| We cannot pay 

because our cobble-stone streets, 
flanked by the twice repossessed 
temples to our future, 

appear now like war zones: 
bombed out, 

abandoned like the dreams 
hunger consumes. 


We cannot pay 
because malnutrition is engraved 
in the ancient faces 

of our children; 
carved into the knotted backs 

of our campesinos 

who must relinquish our food 

to the world’s table. 


We will not pay the debt 
because half our wealth 
is hoarded by hands 
as clean and white 
as the teeth of bankers, 
las guardias blancas, 
la Casa Blanca, 
though the skin may look brown. 


ANTHEM. 
by Claire J. Baker 
| 1. There is a flood 
in back of them 
that makes them run; 

a ravine ahead 

blocks their way. 

On one side a wall of ice, 
on the other, fire — 


We will not pay one increment more 
than the blood and tears 
shed like ticker-tape 
in the miscarried revolutions 
creditors aborted. 


THERE and HERE 


by Claire J. Baker 


Gertrude Stein 
wrote of Oakland where 
she once lived with : 
her family in a house 

the clever but unfair: 


For how are we to repay a debt that is owed us? 


All that land ripped like flesh 
from the ribs of our hungry. 


All that land pried from the fingers of our dead 
like artifacts to be sold to private collectors. 


All that land on which we die 
like ants in a poison rain when we till it; 
like cockroaches when we trespass. 


Allthatland allthat blood all that sweat. 


How are we to repay a debt owed us? 


no way to go but UP... 


In Anywhere, USA, the silence 
of the Street Sleepers 

blares like a trumpet: 
THERE’S TOO MUCH HERE 
HERE. 


2. If you 

wish to create 
the homeless 
try to 

destroy 

them. 


= 


\ 
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An Ark of 
Loneliness 
Poetry by Peter Marin 


A cross-country journey through the 
waystations of poverty and exile... 


Filing in, one by one, 

as if into an ark 

of loneliness, out of the rain 
the shelter, its gray emptiness 


Los Angeles 
by Peter Marin 


And the end comes 

slowly but not so you notice 
creeping up like a ladder of scars on the shin 
where my uncles cut me until 

chest-high you see your heart is empty. 
Just once I loved a woman, in bleak weather 
in a country where I had no name. 

There have been others: dogs, friends, 

but forever in the blue morning 

I see receding before me 

| the faces of those who always were gone. 
Doors shut in the empty wind 

as room after room opens and closes 

like the clenching of drunk fists. 

I would flee but cannot. 

I would cry out but my mouth is shut. 

T have no words for this eloquence of pain. 
I want, I want, I want, I want, I want — 

in the dark not even tears come to my eyes. 


Atlanta 


| by Peter Marin 


Tethered, like a goat staked out — 
this path, this circled wanderings. 
Stoop labor. Shape-up work. Ride 


the great wheels, sparks on the rail. 
Down the long empty alleys at night. 
In what doorway can a man find rest? 


And the guard at the gate 
goes on counting heads 
while we wait to see who’s 
gonna get in. 


by Peter Marin 


There are ghosts here 

haunting the downtown streets 

before sun-up, men the color 

of night on their way 

to the labor pools, seeking 

the work whites won’t do — 

mend sewers, clean pools, cart 

. garbage, wash dishes, trek 

to the dump what everyone 
throws away: the detritus of 

| a culture haunted by waste, 

burning at night in great pyres 

unwanted things, unneeded lives. 


Eugene 


by. Peter Marin 


Waiting supper, they will wonder where I am. 


“ 
3 


They will wait for a message or for the phone to ring. 
When midnight comes they will pace the groaning floor, 
looking at one another, dialing the police, afraid. 

At dawn they will stare out the windows at the fields, 
the straight empty roads, the unoccupied horizon. 

At noon, not speaking, they will compose epitaphs, 

each one imagining the kind speeches to be given. 

And somewhere, far away, in the north, from a boxcar, 
will see deer drinking at streams, white holy peaks, 

the great trees, tall and strict, indifferent to my presence. 


“THE HOMELESS” 


Oklahoma City | 


| by Peter Marin 


Now let the wine-dark 

horrors of night wash over 

this final estrangement: 

the old couple in rags 

outside the Wings of Love mission 
beating with broomsticks and stones 
the loved flesh of the other. 

Theirs is a marriage sealed in the dusk 
by spit and the spite of exile. 
Hearts break as if underfoot. 

The vows-they shout bind forever. 
On their long road, close to the end, 
they still bang and harangue in the lost 
tongue of Adam and Eve in extremis — 
world’s edge, and this the weather. 
Where they will sleep tonight 
clutched together and spent 

God alone, in his mad wisdom, knows. 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


Chicago 


by Peter Marin 


| like an old pile of stone: 


f 


Charcoal and wash by Kaethe Kollwitz 


| New Orleans 


by Peter Marin 


For ease of mind 
I walk the Quarter, 


the heat turned off, 
I got a diploma, 
I been a good girl, 


same daddy both kids 


no work for a man, 


what I need to get by. 


$169 don’t even cover 
rent and electricity 


| least little thing wrong 
boom! we out in the street. 
Yeah, we got projects but I 
cain’t get in, name’s on a list 
dumb computer spit out, 
ain’t no use soit Bick 


| pay folks what I owe. 


Gallup 


babies with my brother, 


rent two weeks overdue. 


but he gone long ago — 


ain’t no blame to my mind. _ 
i kin work the hotels, — , 
clean white people’s rooms 


but it don’t nearly pay 


The welfare’s no better, 


They sure got my number, 


that know, oe how Here is a learned man, mindless. 
ot ee ee ne Here is a dancing man, lame. 
take the three of us back 8 ae 


to your big house to stay? 


Here are the men, — 
once all of them boys - 
hopeful of futures, 
anxious for Joys, 
now asleep in a subway 
with its dirt and its noise 


| New York (1) 


by Peter Marin 

Filing in, one by one, 

as if into an ark 

of loneliness, out of the rain 


the shelter, its gray 
emptiness anchored 

at the bottom by green cots 
arranged in rows, boots 
tucked under, men asleep, 
rocked on the surface 

of watery dreams by a 

great storm never to end. 


THE BLUESKINNED MEN 
New York (2) 
by Peter Marin 


Breaking, 

the heart pumps its poisons: 
through the city’s pronged veins 
comes sweeping Christ’s blood, 

the blueskinned men without homes. 


New York (3) 
| by Peter Marin... 


Here is the drunk man, : zoh2 

here is the one-legged man, 

here is the man talking to himself 

in the voice of another, a master. 
Here is the drugged man, 

here is the man without legs — 

four wheels and leathered fists. 

Here is the naked man in a doorway, 
here is the huddled man in a womb, — | 
here is a bogey man, frightened. 

Here is a man adrift on a raft, 
here is a man marooned on an island, 
here is an infantry-man left to die 
here is an old man left on an ice floe. 


Here is a working man, idle. 

Here is a kind man, gone bad. 
Here are the men, once all of them boys” 
hopeful of futures, anxious for joys, | 
now asleep in a subway o 


Each has a story: the myth of beginnings. 
A tribe might have told it: one world, 
then another, accident, death, divorce — - 
the betrayals tumbling from tongues 


_ Once I was happy, tow @ 


ing a daughter, can I find my way home? 


| by Peter Marin with its dirt and its noise. 
Where the town stops, 
my life begins. 
To the east, ; 
SUL eR Las Vegas, Lostwages 
To the west, by Peter Marin a line 
white snowy peaks. Vague-ass of guys in front 
ere aio te says my buddy behind them 
vacancy beyond belief. jumping from the ghost mountains 
train looking up sad at dusk. 
at the neon-lit Lostwages — 
billboards downtown. Says a guy 
Here we are buddy on the line 
Vague-ass. missing 
And the blue two fingers 
sorrow of wandering bumming a 
comes over me cigarette 
and I want I don’t have. 
a place to sit And the guard - 
tight in at the gate 
the light goes on 


ming down. and stay cool. counting heads. 
Vague-ass — while we wait 
forlorn — diets : 
; the Sally’s to see who’s 
| up ahead gonna get in. 


Fe 


September 1999 | | . STRELE SPIRIT 7 


Cave in the Ruins: The Ballad of James an Janet and Chi ifford 


Even in the lost the abandoned, the stuck heart squeaks its way open to let in.at least another to love 


The Heart's Lebanon 


When James married a 


| Santa Barbara (3) tattooed woman who 
by Peter Marin S 
James tells you of his childhood away 
and Mark of Nam and there Clifford was in a suit 
Clifford of Korea. 5 
RE ao hockce maybe five sizes too large. 


how such a nice kid, etc., — 
you get the same answer, a myth 
of origins, a story of wounds, 

a map of the heart’s Lebanon. 
Is it true? You tell me 

after 6 beers in the jungle 

as the sun sets and the earth 
teeters on a turtle’s back 

and the gods swoop down 

in the form of swans 

to make babies nobody wants. 


And when Clifford died 
James was there, sober, 
weeping at the graveside. 


The Farewell 
Santa Barbara (5) 
by Peter Marin 


‘When James ran away 

it was Clifford he met 

who taught him to live on the street. 
He was 17. Clifford was 40. 

Maybe son, maybe father, 

who knows what is written 

on the cold wind blowing us home? 
They were together for years 

in a camp in the jungle 

as the city cut down 

every tree around them 

and there they still were — 

James 29, Clifford 52, 

with Clifford’s wheelchair 
bumping hard over the stones. 
When James married a 

tattooed woman who soon ran away 
there Clifford was in a suit 

maybe five sizes too large. 


. And when Clifford died. 
James was there, sober, 
weeping. -at the graveside. 


There’s no moral to this ya 
maybe not even a meaning. 

Or maybe there’s this: 

that even in the lost, the abandoned, 
the stuck heart squeaks its way open 
to let in at least another to love. 


Jan Spence photo 


CLIFFORD’s GHOST 


Santa Barbara (4) 
by Peter Marin 


Now Clifford is dead 

who they called “Grandpa” 
and wheeled in his chair 
across uneven ground 

and whose checks, God 

save the state, they 

squandered on wine. 3 
It’s all they had — a sad family 
| devised from odds and ends, 
no worse than any other 

and enough for their needs. 

We put flowers on his coffin 
and, one man, a spike. 


His ghost’s still here — 
, Mark claims to have seen it 
running past the three 


trees left in the jungle 

when the city cleared it out. 
Well, where else would it be? 
Clifford was too crippled 

to catch the long freights 
headed east and west out of town. 


The Baby 


Santa Barbara (1) 
by Peter Marin 


Janet, who had her tubes tied, 
wants a baby, wants them untied, 
wants to bear James a child, 

a little jungle baby 

to be raised with the dogs. 

It’s Tarzan. They used to see it 

on long Saturday afternoons 

in the separate theaters 

of childhood. O yeah, 

it will sleep among pups 

for warmth on cold nights 

and learn the language of beasts 
alone in the camp when they: drink.:- |: | 
Hey, it’s America, right? 

And what’s wrong with the picture? 
Bored, on long Saturday afternoons 
they pretend to be driving 

the broken-down station wagon 
someone abandoned years ago in the 
barbed-wire lot near their camp. 


Al Flying Bird 
| | Santa Barbara (2) 
_-| by Peter Marin 


Janet is gone and the 

honeymoon is over — poor James: 
drunk and abandoned, horny in 
grief. Maybe he couldn’t get it up — 
that’s what they said in the jungle, 
making jokes at his wedding. | 

It was held in the jungle, the stars 
and stripes overhead, cop-cars and 
‘dozers on the homemade angel cake. 
Now six months later she’s gone, 


and James dreams at night 
of his bride’ 's blue. tattoos: 
a’ castle on her thigh, . : 


a flying-bird on her breasts. 
She was a wild one, alright. - 
She was a woman-and-a-half. 
In the dark, when no one sees, 
James cries himself to sleep 
rocking like an infant 
in a fist of broken stone. 


No Gates, No Borders, No Walls 


“se 4 


Market Street 
by Peter Marin 


Everywhere, now, even in dreams, 
the figures appear, solitary, 

then en masse, the machines 
running down, then stopping, 


Limitless Fields 


San Francisco (2) 


JUDGMENT'S SEAT 


San Francisco (3) 
by Peter Marin 


Remember us 
when you kneel at 


judgment’s seat ie pie soe : and first in'the streets 
A nd the sky orgive us and then at the gates 
and a voice murmurs is our commons in the low throes angry men in the pure 


pass or do not pass 


of a destiny no 
better or worse 
than your own. 


light of city afternoons 
reclaiming what they are owed — 
Market Street, it is called, 


bright in reflection, and in heaven 
our wings are unfolded, 
this invisible flag raised: 


~ |San Francisco 
: by Peter Marin 


We will restore 

in the blue freedom of afternoon 
what men pretend to have had 
common among them, a 

space equal to the heart. 

Oh, it is a fine thing, 

here where the beat 

of the blood is a slow drum, 

to remember all sorrow, all loss. 
But what can the mind 
see in the future, rising? 

Men and women first, then their flags, 
then a wild fury of rage 

so final it becomes 

a forgiveness — 


men in a field of green 
numerous as stars, and women 
as fruitful as trees 

in a garden afloat above earth. 
Delicate there, the long 
tunnels of leaves, 

the Sunday of afternoons 
stretching a lifetime 

and night a single huge bird 
settling forever 

with no fence for a perch. 

It is unbroken, 

it goes on and on — not time 
but the great sweep of home, 
each province merging 

with the next 

and no wire, no gates, 

no borders, no walls, 


Perceive us" 
in the nightmare 


| of a mirror 


where misfortune 
turns topsy-turvy 
what you were. 
Understand us 

in the pleak coils 
of a future more 
real than words 
more harsh than 
any judgment. 
Remember us 
when you kneel at 
judgment’s seat 


and thick spirals 


and a voice murmurs 
pass or do not pass 


and these, no longer bought or sold, 
suffer, still, their color 

and are useless to the world 

as from its edge they 

fall and fall forever. 


py 


by Peter Marin 


Can they be other than they are, 
silent as rock, the pine 
tree bending slowly, 
the sea-mist cool and pure? 
Can they be other — 
not flesh, not memory, 
not the brute creatures pursued by 
cops mad to keep order? Blood, 
says the report, 2.5, so drunk he 
could not, pissing, balance, falling 


of smoke reach up to 
grasp ankle or throat — 
the end of each road, 
all hearts exposed. 


15 feet straight down, 

breaking 2 teeth, 3 ribs 

and the surface of shallow water — 
to hit the mute rocks below. 


no signs marking what is or is not 
the kingdom of migrating tribes 
or of rogue beasts alone 
prowling its limitless fields. 


who does not dream of that? 
But not every crutch will be a ploughshare, 
not every curse a prayer. 
There will be a reckoning, still. 


85 STREET SPIRIT’ 


‘The Great World Reduced to Two Troubled Faces’ 


TRENTON 
by Peter Marin 
| Evicted, they have made a home in the woods 


MAINE 


by Peter Marin 


| in the middle of a burnt-out neighborhood 
across from the shuttered Old. Liberty Motel 
Men once drank here; the bottles underfoot : 
remind you of ages, of settlements, past; 

| levels-down the story of poverty is written — 


| The serpent hiss of cars 


| Coffee. Neon. 


The gray sea heaving 


| sleepers, transients, poor Peer’ on ihe bum in its cold aitumn. chains. 


| You think of Amazon tribes, Asian relugees. 
| lost people everywhere small in their grief, 
the great world reduced te two troubled faces: 


| No man can face long 
‘ i 
+ an old man coughing, an old woman close to tears. | into this wind. 


= 


A joyous salute to the market 
by Carol Denney 


1. as certain as the sun will rise 
and politicians have lying eyes 
as sure as suffering multiplies 
the rich will never be poor 


as certain as in life you learn 

the rich have money and time to burn 
the rich will counsel you wait your turn 
in heaven you'll get some more 


as sure as poverty plagues the land 
the rich will give you a helping hand 
as soon as mountains return to sand 
and oceans leave the shore 


the market rises to this refrain 
the rich will never be poor 
the rich will never be poor! 


count on nothing in life so well 


that if the rich go straight to hell 3. assure as life is a strange affair 
that lots are something they buy and sell in need of some robust repair 


they'll never enter the door! the rich don’t actually have to care 
the rich will never be poor! 


2. clearly all that you need in life 
to be at peace in a world of strife 
the company of a man or wife 
and lots of money in store! 


maybe people are all the same 


life is simple and so complete youll never even the score! 


with faithful friends and some bread to eat the rich can’t help it if life’s unfair 
a solid roof and ‘a room with heat ~ the rich are people who really care 


and stocks and bonds galore! they often mention it’s hard to bear 
they’re burdened at their core! 


the rich will probably tell you nay 
it’s inner riches that really pay | 
the rich have always got lots to say 
as they watch their assets soar 


some say no but it’s plain to see 


the rich are different as they can be 
the rich will never be poor! 
the rich will never be poor! 


count on nothing in life so plain 
the poor have water the rich champagne 


Poem for Nike’s Olympic Ad Campaign 
by Will Walker 


A poem is not manufactured 
like a shoe, though both must have a sole 
and an ample, flexible tongue, and both 
must be tightly stitched or glued, and 

both must catch the eye with bright detail 
and travel far, and have a good fit, 

and both must wear well: And, too, 

a poem and a shoe will take you places 

you never thought you'd go, from piles of shit 
to silent moments under the stars. 

And, like a shoe, what goes inside your poem’ — 
is most precious, delicate, and indescribable 
of all. A poem without flesh and blood 

is like a pair of sneakers hanging on a wire, 
a forlorn reminder that someone’s dealing 
death nearby. But a poem at its best 

is nothing like a Nike; has no trademark; 
might be more like the sandals worn 

into twisted shapes like seed pods on the 
feet of that sect of Buddhist monks, the ones 
who pledge to run the distance of a marathon 
each day for a month to serve their faith. 
Once begun, should a monk fail, 

he takes his life. He wears out sandals daily, 
_|punishing them hard, working them 

like the prayer beads of his faith, 

casting them off like worn-out incarnations 
on his long, uphill scramble towards God. 
The sandal serves the flesh and blood 

that beat it down and leave it broken 

and humble, witness to a passion unknown 
in the life of any ordinary shoe. 


| though the woods are no more than a lot : | Thumb out. Rain. The pines: 
i s 
| | on a two-lane road in Maine. 


|.A job? A room? Winter is coming. 


The Rich Will Never Be Poor 


Art by Victor Arnautoff 


but the rich are playing a different game 
you take your chances and take your aim 


the rich are different than you and me 


ine reat world reduced ig (ee troubled faces: 
i‘ ‘8 
| rae | 
} ey 


Boor Leonard's Aimanack 


Oubianons and Original Thoughts — 
by Leonard Roy Frank 
Street Spirit _September 1999 


THE HEART OF WALT WHITMAN: Lines from Leaves of Grass, 1855-1892 


1. Whoever degrades another degrades me. 
“Song of Myself” (24), 1855 - 


pA speak the pass-word primeval, I give the sign of democracy, 
By God! I will accept nothing which all cannot have their 


counterpart of on the same terms. 
“Song of Myself” (24), 1855 : 


3.1 heard what-was said of the’ universe, 
Heard it and heard it of several thousand years; 


It is middling well as far as it goes - but is that all? 
“Song of Myself” (41), 1855 


4. You are also asking me questions and I hear you, 


I answer that I cannot answer, you must find out for yourself. 
“Song of Myself” (46), 1855 


5. And there is no object so soft but it makes the hub for the 
wheel’d universe. 
And I say to any man or woman, Let your soul stand cool and 


composed before a million universes. 
“Song of Myself” (48), 1855 


6. Henceforth I whimper no more, postpone no more, need nothing, 
Done with indoor complaints, libraries, querulous criticisms, 
Strong and content I travel the open road. 

“Song of the Open Road,” opening lines, 1856 


7. Have the past struggles succeeded? 

What has succeeded? yourself? your nation? Nature? 

Now understand me well - it is provided in the essence of things 
that from any fruition of success, no matter what, shall come 
forth something to make a greater struggle necessary. 

“Song of the Open Road” (14), 1856 


8. I will not make a poem nor the least part of a poem but has 
reference to the soul, 

Because having look’d at the objects of the universe, I find 
there is no one nor any particle of one but has reference to 
the soul. 

“Starting from Paumanok” (12), 1860 


9. The vehement struggle so fierce for unity in one’s-self. 
“Thoughts” (1), 1860 


10. How society waits unform’d, and is for a while between things 


ended and things begun. 
“Thoughts” (1), 1860 


11. Not till the sun excludes you do I exclude er 
“To a Common Prostitute,” 1860 


12. Lo, soul! seest thou not God’s purpose from the first? 
The earth to be spann’d, connected by network, 

The races, neighbors, to marry and be given in marriage, 
The oceans to be cross’d, the distant brought near, 

The lands to be welded together. _ 

“Passage to India” (2), 1871 


Jetski tok dekscskck 


The title of this column derives from Benjamin Franklin's Poor Richard's Almanack. f 
Leonard Roy Frank is the editor of Random House Webster's Quotationary, a collection 
of more than 20,000 quotations. It is now available at bookstores in the Bay Area. 


September 1999” 


September'1999* 2 ) STREET SPIRIT | 9° 


The Soul on the Edge of New Life 


All accumulated poss 

and items will be null and void. 
: The soul will be tried and there 
will Ibe no attorney at onie ’s side. 


) 


Guace 


by Will Walker 


You walk down another avenue, 

a boulevard, tree-lined with many palms, 
a breeze like moonlight in the soft air, 
parti-colored parrots on the wing. 


You reach the beach at twilight, © 
the sands gathered beneath your feet 
like the days of your life, 

_ each wave that breaks a new friend 
catching the light. 


Dressed perhaps in white, 

you feel yourself a soul 

that has completed every task, 

‘that stands here, free & clear, 

on the edge of a new life. 

Sensual and alive, the night draws near. 


§ 4 
; 
| 

‘The Quest 

by William Lundmark 

The Mountain viewed from the seashore _ 

| Time — the not seen wind — sends 
- |Golden leaves swiftly spiralling skywards 

While the footsteps of the past 

and the windmills of my mind 

| Wildly carve abstractions from 

| The raw melody of the Source — 

|The soul of the universe 

Give freely of that that’s freely received 

° |So swore the raven Forevermore 

|Be free — so all shall know and see 

[Freedom's onlyforthefree 
The Doctrine of Impermanence 
by Will Walker that it be blessed 
Standing before an altar and, picts by pies, 
of sacred shapes and symbols what they have made 
s culpted improbably from they then destroy.’ He speaks 
ghee, our Western host as if their eae se 
interprets the handiwork et Ag . : 
of this handful of visiting’ pee | eee 
Gyoto Buddhist monks. as the Pope, artificial 
“fn their work,” he says as these colored bits of ghee. 
haltingly himself He speaks as if immune 
aan feet Mo nity Python to gravity and unaware c 
picture of repressed hilarity, of his lee grayms Daly, : 
Ewan huddled in an aura He speaks as if interpreting 
of the deeply b efuddled, a postulate of an unpopular 
“they represent their doctrine ahs a ae 
of impermanence. They sculpt and his words disappear: % 


into thin air. 


their sacred work, ask 


ef 
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THE DISPOSSESSED OF THE EARTH 


“I am the ingenuity that bore pyramids and temples, 
the strength that forged railroads and cities, 
the dead that served as collateral for cheap harvests” 


~ 


Copyright 
by the 
Dorothea 

” Lange 
Collection, 
Oakland 
Museum of 
California, 


The City of 
Oakland. 


} S. Taylor. 


| AM NORTHAMERICAN 


by Margot Pepper 


Once I knew who I was; 
I was myself moving through the world 
like thoughts stirring within a body. 
Mexico, you were my body then: 
your sun and moon, 
my eyes; 
your streets of earth and tile, 
my legs; 
the generosity of your people, - 
my arms; 
my heart, 
your indigenous ways engraved 
in unassuming faces of clay 
and volcanic stone. 


And long after I left 
to become nothing more 
than another figure 
in the profit margin 


_ of U.S. companies, 


I believed I still knew 
who I was, 
though all I thought I had 
I didn’t have at all, 
not a home, 
not a people, 
for I am neither Mexican nor gringo, 
nor European nor indio, 
nor African nor Asian 
nor anything less 
than the sum of these parts. 


I am Northamerican. - 
Nations war and embrace each other inside me. 


I am heady jazz and Afro-Cuban rhythm, 
Funkadelic and Chopin, 
Pre-Columbian and Renaissance, 

an exile, a dreamer, 

a refugee. 


the strength that forged railroads and Bees 
the dead that served as collateral 
for cheap harvests, textiles, steel and coal. 
I am the restlessness of the barrios, 
the wisdom of those intimate with the land; 
I am stories recounted 
from fire pit to sagging porch 
on sweet, lazy summer nights; 
blood of dragon and sundancer, 
elder, warrior and starched collar, 
fisherman, healer, 
high heels and agile feet; 
spray paint, motorcycle jacket 
and soft bear breasts; 
rituals of sage and routine appointment books, 
the child renewed in the hearts of lovers. 


My intellect was shaped by thoughts borne 
of many languages. 
My rage incited by those who would silence them. 


Mine are the eyes of a hungry woman 
with no roof under which to cry; 

the hardened stare of an eight-year-old 
in a scholastic holding cell. 


I am Northamerican, 
for home is wherever we’ve chosen 
to draw the battle line. 
And I won’t stop fighting, 
not even come the day 
I can say I’m Northamerican 
with the pride 
of a woman 
who with her own hands 
has designed and built 
her first house, 
and know that by this triumph 
I’ve earned the right 
to reclaim 
as my country 


I am the ingenuity that bore pyramids and temples, the people of the world. 


B Gift of Paul | | i look more ‘Closely and see windows tightly shut — 
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SWEARING IN 
by Teddy Bakersfield 


The judge himself was a kind and thoughtful person... his face. 
wore an expression of the maturest wisdom... yet for all this, old 
and learned as he was, he could not see the things which one 
would have thought apparent even to a child. 

' — Erewhon by Samuel Butler 


everything was as it should be 

for were his hands 

not handcuffed behind his back 

and was he not being led by the white bailiff 
through the gathering 

of candidates and their families 

who came to witness the event 

that would further arm 

the middle class woman 

who did her time in law school 


so what could be wrong about parading 

the young black man accused of crime 
against her view of her society 

and what right did he have anyway 

to walk erect past that august body 

with blond hair and painted mouth 

which promised to devour him 

through continued acts of violence 

she had been rigorously trained to perform 
upon the poor and dispossessed of this earth 


i wonder if in a future time 

a history will be written 

where people will walk together 
and share a common humanity. 


by Teddy Bakersfield 


i feel the hot pavement pound my feet 

feel isolated by the passing traffic 

brace myself for the gusts of wind and dust which envelop me 
and stay close to the edge so i may turn away ; 


obscured by the sun’s glare 
the windshields of the fleeting cars resist the eyes’ penetration 
| so.only pL Aes al of living things are seen within metal frames , 


i remember that air conditioners need security and isolation 
need efficiency to fulfill their functional existence 


i think of human needs and human existence 
i think of the people in these cars 
i wonder about this journey _ 


i wonder if in a future time 
a history will be written 
about people allowed to see and know one another 

where people will walk together and share a common humanity 
where nothing will obscure that human vision 

seen, until lost, in the eyes of all 


DESOLATE COFFEE 


by Robert Stevens ie m un 
Trash bags merrily flap 


. Somehow, we've got 
in the droning wind, and . 
a brightly colored soda cup to make good more 
drunkenly spins and rolls appealing than evil. 


in the dust. 


A hobbling old woman click- 
clacks caning by, wheezing 
and grunting from anguish 
and emphysema. : 


POETLINE 

by Dennis Omowale Cutten - 
This is an emergency! 

I’ve an emergency! 

Are you there?! 


The noisy cars pass, 
loud, surly, and 
Spitting like angry henchmen. 


At the gas station/market, 
coffee from the ancient 
burnt pot 
is still 59 cents plus tax, and 
I drink it 
at the counter that is 
littered with the 
curled 

gray 

crumbs 

from the scratched 
lottery 
tickets. 


I’m calling all poets... 
all poets... 
am calling all poets... 


... can you hear me?! 


Damn! I thought I’d never 
get an answer. 
Now please listen: 


We must unite. 
Somehow, we’ve got 
to make good more 
appealing than evil. 


COGT zsdmataad 


September 1999... Tee ee og 


tr 


STREET SPIRIT 


one ag wee ee or ee 


&t 


11. 


and hell’s abandoned hope 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


‘A blank page is a gag over our mouths, 
a jail to break out of, a white straitjacket 
tying our arms tighter the more we fight. 
A blank page is a tombstone to rise up from 


and every day is the day of judgment.” 


Crossing Paths With Julia Vinograd 
by Michael Creedon 


I’m on the 51 Bus 
Heading for University and McGee 
And Julia Vinograd gets on at 
Shattuck and Center Streets. 
I know her 
From poetry readings 
And Sunday early evenings outside the Cafe Med 
And other busride encounters. 
I wave and say Hi. 
She recognizes me but doesn’t know my name. 
She knows I am a poet. 
| Julia Vinograd the respected local poet 
| Who’s got so many books out 
With good titles and her picture on the front. 
| [move over to sit next to her, 
| Me being basically unpublished for several years. 
I buy a copy of her current book. 
We talk. She’s a very nice lady. 
Ilike Julia Vinograd. 
She treats me like an equal. 
She reads Open-Mike Paradise Lounge 
Sundays in San Francisco. 
I haven’t been there yet. 


Berkeley is a good town 

Where you can meet a respected published poet 

On the bus between Shattuck and Center Streets 

And McGee and University 

Where I am going to an anonymous meeting 

In a room with 12 peers. 

Julia publishes poems every month in Street Spirit. 
| I’m in there too. 

That’s another place our paths cross. 

Berkeley is a very good city 

Where you can cross paths with Julia Vinograd 

Twice in one day 

On the way to an anonymous meeting 

On a lazy spring afternoon. 


Poets & Poetry 
*“*Poetry’s made of heaven’s hangovers 


nd the first thing seen after closing 
your eyes and counting to a hundred”’ 


[VE SEEN IT 


— for Elizabeth Bishop 
by Will Walker 


I’ve seen the poets do it 
again and again, 


turn some little speck drifting 
through their afternoon 


like lint casually blown out of 
an upstairs dryer 


| into a world, where, 
Godlike, they 


touch a ray of careful 
illumination | 
to their dust mote with a scientist’s 
cleareye — 
and voila, it is the world, made 
new, 3 


in the moment when a sudden flood 
seizes our tiny ark 


and launches it among the stars. | 


by Julia Vinograd 

Don’t read this poem. 

Pretend you’ve just arrived from Mars 
and for your world to survive 

it’s vital that you understand people. 
So far you’ve met a landlord, 

a sparechanger, a student, a junkie, 


have in common. 

And they all seem to belong 

to different species and you haven’t 
even met a girl yet. 


that makes them human 


your world will be saved and if not, 
not. 2 


but this is important. 
You sit down to start the report 
and write this poem instead. 


Today’s Poem 
— for Keith Althaus 
by Will Walker 


“This is the second 
book of poems 


I said, a second 
reader of poetry 
today, adding 
‘““as we know it,” 
not wishing 


Ive sold today, to cater to apocalypse. 
he had said, taking ae oe 
my ten dollars ith my new book, 

I step out 


for the small-press 
short-run book 
of diamonds cut from 


into the crowded street, 
and, while walking west, 
glancing up 


cee aint towards the moon — 

a flat first-quarter 
“This might be wafer of light 
the millennium,’ in a black velvety sky — 


he had said, or I catch a falling star, 
something less succinct, one of the Perseids, 
the way we stammer that flames an orange 


to make it known exclamation — 
we’ ve stumbled downward from 
on our daily miracle. the moon 


“Or the end and straight 
of the world,” into my heart. 


er RT SL 


Don’t Read This Poem 


a musician, a wino, a waiter and a child. 
And you have to report on what they all 


And if you can find the secret they share 


Aid You're seared = embers Saat 


POETRW 

by Julia Vinograd 

| Poetry is the tv guide 

sit-com characters read describing when 

we’re on and what happens in our next episode. 

Poetry is a church that preys upon its god; 

_| the soul has no time for table manners. 

Poetry is dangerous, stupid and necessary, 

Like us. 

Poetry is a classical statue with a nosebleed. 
Poetry is a comic book for prisoners of love. 


A blank page is a gag over our mouths, 

a jail to break out of, a white straitjacket 
tying our arms tighter the more we fight. 

A blank page is a tombstone to rise up from 
and every day is the day of judgment. 

| There’s no good time for poetry 

and it’s not something to get around to 

when there’s more time. 

Forever is a door knocking on our eyes. Open. 


Poetry’s made of heaven’s hangovers 

and hell’s abandoned hope 

and the first thing seen after closing your eyes 
and counting to a hundred. 

Remember hide-and-seek? 

We’re all hiding now while poetry seeks, 

we’ve forgotten it’s a game. 

| We think we belong toad-huddled in dark corners 
behind walls we call safety. 

Afraid to be found. 


Poetry is a trashcan where kids in baseball caps 
aim paper airplanes, laughing so much 

they usually miss. 

The planes go on flying into the sun. 

Save the world? Poetry creates the world. 

If nobody dreams no dream comes true. 

Poetry is a jigsaw puzzle of us, 

how do we all fit together? 

Old women in buses, 

with grocery bags of river-rounded stones. 

And the deep river flowing thru us 

waiting for words. | 


by Robert Stevens 


With so many men to yak and scream, _ 
Jacking their jaws all day long, 

I don’t see how it could be wrong 

To peacefully sit on my ass, and dream, 
Read a book or study a poem 

By Allen Ginsberg, Robert Frost, 

Stanzas of Milton’s “Paradise Lost,” 

Or Shakespeare’s sonnets until I know ‘em; 
It sure beats listening to shallow blather: 
Sports and cars, women and sex, 

Who draws in the fattest checks — 

When we're old and gray, this shit won’t matter; 
Some will look back on their lives, and curse 
While ! yawn, stretch, and scrawl another verse. 


THERE IS A POEM 
by Eric Robertson 


All my poems are a huddle of football players 
in my closet making plans. 

There is a good one amongst them 

I know it. 

A hero who will redeem me 

my bad thoughts 

all my confused thoughts 

one that will call my thoughts thoughts. 
There is a hero among them 

a poem that will save me from regretting 
all my wondering 

my worrying 

my turning. 

There is a poem that will draw an outline 
around me 

cut me from the paper I’ve made myself 
a poem that doesn’t care any longer 

an arc of water. 

There is a poem that will save me 
somewhere in there 
| there is a poem. 
ER oe 
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Drugged Destinations and Dead-End Detours 


Art by Christa 
Occhiogrosso 


Mistah Rick, he dead, 
he didn’t like no shelters, 
bronchitis, cirrhosis, 
dyin’ in the streets 

like he wanted, 

laughin’ all the time 
swore he’d panhandle 
his way out of hell. 


Art by 
Christa Occhiogrosso 


SU @DE 


by Hank Deadwood 
Huge dissonant bells 
Eight AM 

the din of wakefulness 
bells out of tune 


| enough 


to drag the corpse 
from her eternal opium dream of death 


She walked up the hill 
and dropped off that high bridge 
for herself 


Coming away from concrete sleep 
I know she is a lucky woman 

and I am a stupid man 

with nowhere to go 

and nothing to read 

but this pathetic novel 


She always said reality 
is more powerful than fiction 
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All Their Grief In 


Their Arms 
by Robert Stevens 


Street veterans, mercenaries 
who patrol this civilized jungle, 
unravel themselves one 

stitch 

ata 

time, 

like a grimy, worn-out old carpet 
that has been walked on 

for generations. 


These avenue arabs 

are the roll-your-own soldiers 
who squint at deep mornings of 
despair and hopelessness, their 
faces and spirits hard-edged 
pockmarked walls, etched with 
a relentless humility which 

the balm of wine and heroin 
cannot heal. 

They hide until tomorrow, 

and until the finality of 
enduring, concealing darkness-- 
two 

yards 

deep. 


RADI O STATIC 


by Michael Creedon 


I’m standing at the public telephone 
In front of 7-11 & the Laundromat 
Trying to have a ten-dollar conversation 


With the love of my life 


Singing Proud 
To Be Alive 


by Robert Stevens 


A boulevard cannibal, madman 
poet, and chivalrous drunk, 

I guzzled my cheap short-dogs, 
dreaming that I channeled Charles, 
ignoring the angel of Balaam. 


Gritty, ugly, and alone, 

every skid row was a shallow grave, 
and love slouched like a semicolon 
in the deepest fragile shadows, 
snickering like parched thin paper 


The last drained bottle shattered 
against the wall 

of the quiet temple, I awoke 

to the pulse of life 

throbbing in old bare wounds. 


The ascension from hell has begun, 
a spiritual journey aborted 

when | was 14 years old; 

I resume 

the tortuous trek 

where the road forked 

then. 


by Julia Vinograd 


leaving no tracks 

except in needle-clawed arms, 

birds that fly deeper in basements, 
birds that sing and drink money. 
Young silhouettes lean against a wall 
to collect hungry stares 


that have to pay. 

Perfectly timed. No choice. 
Then hustlers shoot up, 
strung out on barbed wire, 
crowned with thorns 

and soft, rose-lips trembling. 


STRUNG OUT 


by Julia Vinograd 


Young Junkies Hustling | 


A dark wind blows young faces down thin alleys, 
barbed wire willing faces between locked warehouses. 
A cold wind blows tight jeans over concrete 


and shoot marbles with moist, wistful eyes 


September 1999 


| Came Here Dirty 
by Michael Creedon 


| Crazy cranberries from Torrance 
Unlike Frank Zappa 

Or the dark side of the Enchilada 
Everyone who comes here clean 
Goes home free. 

Ha ha. Bet you believed me. 


I came here dirty 
Scraping shavings of methedrine rock 
Onto a glass covered photograph of 
Gurdjieff & his dog 

As a good place to 

Have a snort and see red. 


Oh I saw red 
And in the methedrine glare 

Of the very last dawn before clean 

I came down easy with a quart 

Of Black Velvet 

And it made everything all right 
And I was moved into my new home 
And gradually finally didn’t have to 
Use any more 

For a while. 


Empty Bottle 


by Peter Marin 


Mistah Rick, he dead, he 
didn’t like no shelters, 
bronchitis, cirrhosis, 
dyin’ in the streets 

like he wanted, laughin’ 
all the time swore he’d 
panhandle his way 

out of hell. Well, 

I wonder if - 

he’s gonna do it now — 
27 years outdoors 

like a fuckin’ mad explorer 
| never went nowhere but 
closer year by year 

to the lost pole marked 

by an empty bottle: death. 


It’s the top of one wave, 

the last most expensive offering - 

of success, excitement, status, money, etc. 
And the bottom of the next wave 

where none of these matter 


And homeless people keep bumping into me 
Asking for spare change, 

Kids from the Laundromat screaming 
And bouncing balls at my feet. 

I have to use a public telephone 

Because I don’t have a phone of my own. 
But this is a losing proposition. 

I’m having a hard time hearing her. 
What we're talking is important, it’s 
What holds us together, but it’s getting 
A lot of radio static 

It’s more than just a bad connection. | 


I think I’ve got Attention Deficit Disorder; 
I took to amphetamines like a duck to water, 
And my favorite drug is Ritalin. But 

No one will prescribe for me since I’m a 
Well-known drug addict. Too bad. 

I’ve got to live with it. Radio static. 


When I close in on you © 

I’m free of it, 

Sending loud and clear. 

And when you close in on me 
I receive you too, free, 

No radio static, no static — 
Electricity! 


and neither does anything else 

except the hungry baby born in the raped vein 
and crying to be fed. 

Mothers are always ruthless, 

and these mothers, they’ll do anything 

for the child that never ages 

as they die, 

the changeling who dances in the flaming vein 
and sings. 

And sings. 


1 AM TAMED NOW 


by Michael Creedon But for now 
Since I have been tamed now It’s the wine that 
Tames us. 


For a while, 
I am able When I led myself 

To take part in Out of the wilderness, 

Refined society. Dressed in rags, and 

This is the part where The rancid skins of animals, 

I ask you to pass the wine Mumbling and cajoling to myself, 
And you do so graciously. I was not quite ready yet 

For human society. 

Since then, I have gone through 
The whole social car-wash: 

They sprayed me down and 

Shot me up. I wanted 

It that way. So I am tamed now. 

I think I’ll curl up on the couch 
And go to sleep. 


And since you too have been - 
Tamed now for a while, 

You don’t 

Make a character reference 
When I ask you to pass the wine. 
Although if we were really tame 
We wouldn’t be drinking wine 
In the first place. 


¢ 
K 
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Once Upon a Time, There Was a Broken Down World 


Al Wet One 

by Michael Creedon 

In the early morning light 
Elmo rolls up his blanket 
And climbs out of the bush 
He slept under. He needs 
A cup of coffee. 


Up all night 


Elmo can see his breath 

In front of his face; last night 
Was a cold one. Today he has to 
Try to get into the shelter. 

The pain in his bones _ 

Is getting to be too much. 


He has seventy five cents 
In his pocket 
But he’ll need 
More than that - 
For a cup of coffee. 
He heads up to 
| 40th and Broadway 


A Good Work-Our 
by Michael Creedon 


I want to get out of here; it’s 5 a.m. 
And the streetsweeper is coming. 


Streets, feeling just a teensy | 
Little bit sorry for myself. 
Wouldn’t you? Sure 

You would. It’s gone. The car, 
The job, the old lady, the 

Credit cards, bars, chicks, money 
In the bank account. All 

The things I never had. 


God’s gone too; the one 
I never had. 
The window with 

everything else I never 

Had. Yes baby, it’s the streets 
For me now. Here comes 

A guy pushing a shopping cart 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


walking these hard 


by Julia Vinograd 


Once upon a time there was a world 
that sorta worked, like an old car. 
You had to swear at it when it stalled, 
stroke the steering wheel and beg it, 
get out and kick the wheels and say: 
“It’s me telling you, now start.” 
And then it started, making 
wheezing grinding noises 

it hurt to hear. 

But it was your world and you knew 
if you ever took it to a garage 

they’d haul it off to the junkyard 
and you’d never see it again. 


That flew out 


| To hit someone up 
| For a quarter. 


| An hour later on 
He’s standing in front of 


Half-full of old beer cans 
And other good shit. I 
Haven’t come to that yet. 
It’s coming. 


~ ’ never to be seen again. 


Till they hauled you off to the junkyard — 


Once upon a time there was a world 
with so much wrong with it — 


7-11 
-And he still doesn’t have 


I’m going to have to come up 
With a better panhandling routine 


how you made it work anyway 


you boasted about how it worked anyway, 


Once upon a time there was a world 
that sorta worked, like an old car. , 
You had to swear at it when it stalled 


by Hank Deadwood 


This freakshow 

dead man walking alone, screaming 
my only sodden garment is 

foul rude weather 


naked as a kiss I live and night is my ally 
my eyes have crazy vision tears falling 
into polluted delirium 

I am screaming 

every image hallucinated 


-Lam a willing outcast 


from the weathered world 
winter rain freezing 
on the windows of blindness 


\ there is strength in derangement 


fear is my nurturing food 
because the giving 
world is crazy as frost 


His coffee. ; Too, if I plan to bring this off. and how you wouldn’t trade it in 
To top things off Yesterday I found two good on a new shiny perfect world HERD 
It’s starting to rain. Kiddie-burgers in the trash all smooth engines, ; by Hank Deadwood 
Finally Behind Burger-King. I had no exhaust or exhaustion, : x 
A lady in a new car To wait ‘til they closed for and everything guaranteed. You find out 
Gives him a quarter, The final dump; hurry up Once upon a time there was a world nonexistence 
Mostly out of embarrassment, And wait. Ah yes, I need and the people in it wanted it that way. -| turns people to sheep 
He thinks. A good routine; they say It was very sad. 
Now he can start His day. It’s healthy. Well, I always Once upon a time... with laughter 
It’s going to be Wanted a good work-out. 
A wet one. I’m getting it. = 
sleeping bag room 
by Randy Fingland 
F antas | f ora Ss tatue tan curtains that started it won’t keep 
by Julia Vinograd out ivory sag so as not flies off the skin 
I’d like to be a monument in a bad part of town Wires left dangling like dead weeds. to hide the sashes yet it’s out 
so I wouldn’t be too well taken care of. My rusty eyes see everything. of a painted shut window  6¢ the wind with 
No one would scrub off pigeon droppings My pigeon-spattered ears hear housewives dry roasted Sure no leaks: 
or keep the a from ISLS tapping a melon for juicy ripeness leg of rug lll take it! 
. de or EOL ee ehrab alt head ae with the precision of a banker on his safe. ee ES are ld alright, sir, 
2 Soe e une games and hide and seek. 4 teenage flock of urban orchids heads for _ sat inde wae and will that 
Their warm round Prcaths never knew my name. ishtclubs and tries to keep the whining street wool CUNT CUS ‘be for the 
Not a famous monument, just a compromise from staining their leather shadows. on the bed’s so thin whole night? 
ae 4 oe . Se rae A circle of drunks with a brown paper bag . 
and whoever had to settle for me 
probably wanted The Unknown Soldier a ae he eee The Amazed Pedestrian 
if they were stuck with a statue, with just-in-case wire by Janice King 
the first choice was a parking garage. smiling “no” down endless lines es They ride around ‘a 
pepe : Care vere eubae R 4 eee cit i h ae ease ee Satie harhaieed at dawn 
avoided by garbagemen, cabbies, firemen and cops. Pee ae oF a poke ci examine the air predictable as a reflex. 
A man with a knife could stand behind me oudly Lehag oar ae food, housing anywhere cars They do not cease at noon. 
so he wouldn’t cast a shadow. and 4 parksng garage. Like always. Hesisans: After sunset they’re still riding 
My nose and fingers will chip off No. a PS eas at least until eleven eo 
and I’ll get splashed with red paint I just want to be a monument thick with shredded the next day — 
_| and the city council will have outraged to nothing in particular, asbestos fiber they ride around again. 
save-the-statue meetings because they an eyesore sore from seeing, as well as the The earth give up her metals 
don’t want to talk about food or housing. my name only in pigeon language. the ground give up his sauce 
7 : unmistakable odor _ 


Public phones torn out by their roots 
when guys don’t like what they hear. 


And the night crying on my shoulder 
in a bad part of town. 


of mortal fear 


so they can ride around and round 
and be the boss of us. 
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WITHOUT YOU 


by Devonta Butler 


Oh auntie 

Without you, there’d be no 
yummy chicken. 

no thunder flutes 

no sea castles 

without you. 


Without you, there’d be no stores 
no harp waves 

no volcano rain 

without you. 

Without you, I'd have to go 
from motel to motel. 


Devonta Butler, a first-grader, 
has been homeless in the East Bay. 


Spare Change Bit 
by Michael Creedon 


I walk up to the Post Office 
To mail a letter to Frank & Sherline, 


| And on the P.O. steps Sandra 
| Waylays me and hits me up 

' For change I can ill afford 

| But I am forthcoming 


Nonetheless. We agree 

To ride to a meeting together 
Tomorrow or the next day. 

Pll keep my hands in my pocket 
To keep my change warm. 


It gets cold in there, those two 
Nickels rubbing together; they don’t 


Make a fire. 

I walk back from the P.O., having 

Also gone to the bank to pull out part of 
My few remaining dollars. It gives me 

A chill 

To watch those babies shrink. 


Tonight thank God I babysit; 

$10 for 2 hours with 3 1/2 year old 
Austin, Sherry’s boy. I look 
Forward to it. He gives me 

A workout and helps me 

Grow. But I’m going to have to 
Tell Sandra to cut out the 

Spare change bit. She 

Knows better with me. 


by Janice King 

We were going against the light 
through snow etched deeply by muddy 
footprints other than ours. The sky 
was broken up minutely as if 
containing curling flesh in hundreds of 


separations illuminated by red and redgold 


borders. It was the day we began 

at sunset to own the turf together 

to commit our lives to this sorry 
friendship — clouds of flesh weeping 
blood — and see sideways how frail 
the person we were committing with 
we two abandoned and hopeless 


but after Im Gegegenlicht — “Going Against 


the Light” — how sunny the electric light 


for dinner and bed, how dear our youthful 


resources being counted like sunlight 
into our pretend cans of film. 


Relationships Create the Web of Life 


with poet-teacher Margot Pepper 5 es 


In case anyone hasn't noticed 


Going Against the Light 


\ 
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Sister 
by Eric Robertson 


-I see my sister in someone 
sitting in a cafe 

eating a bagel, reading. 
Her nose pulled up 

pulls down with every bite and chew. - 
She squirrels coffee in her cheek 
then squirts it down her throat 
just like my sister does. 

She looks up in a far away way 
then turns the page of her book. 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


TRUCE 
by Claire J. Baker- 


You speak from that 

| side of your mouth, 
and I from this. 
Maybe someday we'll 
meet in the middle 
and share a kiss. 


by Nancy Muldoon 


I hate it when people say 
“Just get a sitter” 

as if it were that easy 
don’t you think 

I would have 


Done that already 
DUH! 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


Out of the Ashes 


by Lynda Cobden 
Friendship gives us the strength to withstand 
the curve balls of fickle fate. 

When plans are dashed to ashes, and there is 
no control to ignite the flame again 

the support of a friend helps one rebuild, and 
ascend the mountain of success again and again. 
When one feels withered and only weeds appear 
to be in sight, we reach together 

over the rock and boulder encrusted path. 
We applaud one another’s success and 

lend comforting support in all seasons. 

We are friends! 


MELDING 
by Claire J. Baker 


Someone we pass in a crowd 
on a sunny day, 

or someone we pass alone 

on a rainy street makes us 
remember humanness, 
makes us feel more complete. 
Yet we cannot claim we even 


We are not a society that is 
Overflowing 
With caring people 


If only the anti-abortionists 
Would get their shit together 
And start baby-sitting for all the 
Single moms in the world 

Or take in a foster kid 

Or better yet 

Adopt a child 


But of course they won’t 
That would be too logical 
Thoughtful and caring 


know the person’s name. 


It’s nothing they say or do, 
for they do nothing at all: 
barely smile 
and do not call. 
Yet in the brief encounter 
we can tell we know each other 
well. 


Paying Homage 
by Nancy Muldoon 


Lullaby and do fare well. 


I am often asked 
‘‘Where does your passion 
for acting come from?” 


someday i will create a miracie 
and I will find that one who 
will make me compiete 


I do not come from a show business family 
| tothe contrary _ 
I come from a working class background 


| It is true that both of my parents 
| were wannabe actors at one time 
| but I didn’t know that until I was an adult - 


Waiting 


by Joanna F. Bragen 


I take joy 
from helping 
those around me 


I am then asked 

“Were they ever in anything?” 
To which I reply 

| ““Why yes” 


‘My mother was starring in our family drama 
| playing the role of the perfect daughter 

the straight A cheerleader type 

who got pregnant with me at the age of 18 
This was a very scandalous role to play in 
a small Republican town in 1968 


but I am waiting 
for that one 

that depends on me 
for everything 


the clock ticks 
and time grows closer 


to the day 

when I hope to meet 
that one 

that will make us 

a family 


Then my father got extra work 

in the Viet Nam War 

At some point 

he went AWOL 

and then he played the part of a prisoner 
in a Rhode Island State Prison 


So, with great joy and anticipation 
I long to pay homage to these very 
different, yet equally dramatic performers 


someday 

I will create a miracle 
and I will find that 
one who will make me 
complete 


Oo 


We thought about these trees 


‘to watcha chipmunk . 


from stop to sudden stop. 
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Nature's Enchanting Art 


ARBORETUM 
by Janice King 

Blase of nature’s charms 
I enjoy the wind 

cooling my arms. 


Further into the Arboretum 
Father Nature — I feel I meet him. 
Leaves and buds of precious make 
enchant with art. 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


Sequoyas Rojas 
by Will Walker 

We watched the green light curl 

itself around the stream, 

we stood inside the tall trees. 

We sniffed the perfumed laurel leaves 
and read the rings of history 

grown out a good millennium. 


by Will Walker 


We drift 
in the intimate 


past the tanks 


Words fail to tell 


and wondered, if they thought, what : 
the fineness 


they might think of us. ; : 
ae ‘ of their traceries 

We rested in the summer sun and spied of beaded licht 

a black velvet butterfly. ead 


the fluid 
Shopping for a souvenir, we stopped e fluid grace 


twitch its ruddy tail, then scurry busily - 


We watched the trees lean 
together and sway with the rhythm 
of tall ships at rest, 
telling travelers’ tales. 


Words fail us, 
as they must — 


Burdens of anger and money 

Lifted from people 
who fit shrinking into the wind’s 
sharp prankster pull. 


At the Aquarium 


darkness of a dream, 


backed with cerulean blue. 
The jellyfish, diaphanous, 
float visible and out of reach. 


of their luminous drift, 
surely as they fail ~ ~~ * 
to light the deepest silence 
of our inner seas. 


except to steer us 
toward our dreams. 
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AMONG REDWOODS 
by Claire J. Baker 


In this serene grove 
we campers circle, join hands, 
offer prayers toward world peace — 
our communal wish a ray of sun 
gathering more sun, and clouds 
edged with light. 
Peace, each to each 

how simple, how real. 


| Hearing our silent hurrahs 
roots tingle under tree towers . 
evergreen with ancient wisdom. 


Drawn to the luminous circle, 
we find it difficult to 
drop hands, to leave the woods. 


SUBSEQUENT PLACES 


by Rhett Stuart 


City duties and loud radio, ranting panting random 
squabbles and things owed and doled until 

clearly clearing out and onto the other ledger span and 

onto country harmonicas and Sonoma yella scratchin hills — 
all living free whether big family ranch housing with 

open fire spacing or every mode of bathroom flea — 

bats low-key and tenfold in man rotting attics and 
tranquil-like rats addicted all of its holes. . 


Then first daybreak! 

Thirty six hundred acres stretch and I just let it. 

Watch peacocks flamboyant with chicks by swift 

mooing rooster with cheek. Sparkling white turk 

but lost of a foot. Woodpeckers on gravestein “California 
Ugly” apples and young men with ploughs and no cars 
drive to stilted fights and country bars. 


Dusk now. 

Stroll to top of the hill with purpose 

for know it is silent . 

and it’s on air and there are calves and a buck — 
not giving a hoot for me and it displaces and 
places me sanctuary they never had to travel but I 
don’t have to be just a human being. 
Get naked and meet liberty on constant wind 

for the first time — 

like all those sunrises when I was sleeping in. 


Stars. Lights 

across sky no more — 

down and up into all distance — 

dazzle beyond city neon to abrupt, 
pierce this heart one single overturning. 


But ledger tears on tomorrow unable to scream 
about creeks too thirsting from Thursday to babble about it. 


| And on their meadow banks of sea, even crooked 


stars are fished and swished by tyke 

kids without gloves and with glee. Too, 

the chronic ingrate buzzsaw 

minute-winning its mindless opposing — a country’s giant, 
The Redwood. 


' Majestic its infectious gargantuan history 


bronzed of infinite decades before your Lord and murdered 
like Him beside a carcass Monday’s caustic blue. 


And if both could, would commiserate 
and too with pup tied fast in back, 
sore and freshly aged Himself of unheeded huskied yelping — 


like old forgotten city fathers, 

weathered widowers withering in little urban dwellings, 
dying for encouragement of their courage to wait for something 
and like cross of bat and bee and 

fox maligned as foe of man while 

deer to man, unresigned but simple and benign 

and cow too, less dumb than is forewarned and 

then forlorn. 


MAN’S COUNTRY IT IS NOT ae 

(Bull head alarmed like sheep, the disarming deer — 
All flee from me) and 

Country will not welcome him 

Until he admits the animal — 


- And not as beast but 


As Himself and 
Sacred cow — 


and the pigs be not the pigs more than the 
rats the rats, 
the rats the pigs. 


All interchangeable, while the 
Self the Self irrevocable — 
just as nestled under eaves above this pillowed random brow, 


The swallow 


Late for Work 
by Will Walker 


My muse isn’t showing up for work these days. 
“Honey it’s spring. You can’t ignore 

a purple bearded iris swaying in the breeze. 
Go take a look at those tulips, 

their little bowls of light glowing 

in the sun. Those orange ones 

with a touch of yellow at the base — 

my God, they shine out 

like a bed of stems each bearing 

a sacred heart. Even a riotous field 

of common grasses weaving their homespun 
tapestry makes you catch your breath 

and throw a silent celebration 

underneath that wide blue sky. 

Honey, I’m sorry, you'll just have to wait. 

In these brief blooming hours, I shine 

all my attention on the flowers.” 
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My muse isn’t showing up for work these days. 
“Honey it’s spring. You can’t ignore 
a purple bearded iris swaying in the breeze.” 


~ 


Ocean Beach 
by Will Walker — 

This is my shrine, 

a stretch of beach 


my feet have reached 
this afternoon, 


an inlet with a sunken bar | 


| a few feet off the shore 


that breaks the waves 
and opens up 
a tidal pool just past skin-deep. 


It ripples with the lines of waves 
in a crisscross 

pure as physics, musical 

as a whispered fugue. 


It throws up little fins 

of water where the waves 

echo back and forth, 

as if a living fish 

were rushing through the shallows 
with a skill 

as effortless as breath. 


Such purity and grace 
spills out 

in permutations 

of an unearned joy. 


The great birds of history, 
roosting for the day, 
leave a tranquil, 
cloudless sky 

and a flock of willets, 
unshadowed from above, 
stilt-walking 

through the waves 
stitching 

their needle 

beaks in the 

seamless sand 


This beach, this sea 
and sky, this skin 

that Iam 

standing in... 

seem for the moment 
perfectly aligned. 
This, too, shall pass — 


but not before the tide 
has given me 

a little time 

to love this jewel-strewn 
droplet 
we call earth. | 
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_“T ate the bread and 


Wings of the Spirit 


COMPASSION MANDALA Art by Robert Lentz 


by Will Walker 
I thank you Lord for sight I give thanks to smell 
Not second sight a turkey roasting 
to see into the heart of things in every nook and cranny 
or look round corners of the house 
but simple sight 
I give thanks 
hat | look d 
poerlesnice pusaion at for the touch of skin, 


and see the grass 


lets me look up to find the sky a ee € S her pace 
lets me seeacommonrobin “© 'neness of her wrist; 


taking flight the grain of wood, 


: the feel of fingers 
I give thanks to hear in the yielding dirt 
the coming of the tide, 
the rising of the wind; 
give thanks to hear the dawn 
floating up in birdsong 
from the trees, 
or the rumble of a purring cat 


and, too, give thanks 

for the taste of birthday cake, 
the silver clarity 

of water on a thirsty tongue, - 
the salt sea’s tang, 

the full array 

of the language made of spice, 
from cardamom to bergamot, 
garlic to clove, 

chicken soup to pumpkin pie 


I give thanks 

for the scent of rain 
that blossoms 

with the first few drops; 
give thanks f 
for the nose of my garage, I give thanks 

the bouquet of oil for all this earth, 

and dust and grass and mold a ordinary flower 
that calls my grandfather from the hand of God 
back to life; 


T hose Who Carry So Much 


‘by Claire J. Baker 


“Those who carry so much, sometimes 
all they own, need short periods when 
they can feel carried...” 


writes Chaplain Chris of San Rafael 
who transports the homeless in 

a “mobile sanctuary (van), a jester 
wagon of refuge.” 


Passengers arrive at scenic areas, __ 
commune in nature’s varied chapels— 
architecture of clouds, gothic 

sweep of waves above the Bridge. 
Far from mean city streets, 

they feel the Pacific Ocean 

gradually instill its name 

as wildflowers, grasses and sky 
deepen in color and intensity. 


On one “Earthwalk” a homeless 
person of god uttered this me poem: 


the daffodils ' 
‘smiled.”’ 
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STREET SPIRIT 


by Will Walker 


Jesus saith unto them, Loose him, and let him go. 
What became of him, Jesus’ last miracle? 


Raised from the dead, hated by the Pharisees, 


how did he live? Human again, how long 
did he live on? Now baptized 

with the pure and holy fire of the reborn, 
quickened with a resurrection that returns 
him to his stinking flesh, he disappears from 
the text. Returned to life, he waits each day 
to know the purpose of this miracle _ 

and finds himself, anointed, still stumbling 
through a world of dirt and dust and stone. 


to have tried _ 

| but never found 
the Nae 

yet 

sill 
passionately want 
= begin anew 


by William i. Lundmark 
Distant drums beyon ad the 


September 1999 


Of mere mortal man 
The difference between thou, 


Yourself, myself and I am 
‘The square with four corners 


Or the circle with none 
Shall the rising sun show 
Who’s truly one? 


Summertime is soon to be here 


Many will be on the yellow brick road 
The true scent of success 

The white roses now forever blessed 
Creation’s not just the 


Lights from the stone 


Creation’s magic and 
The lights from the city 
Everything’s just about 
Now perfect 

So simply for you © 

The newly chosen few — 
Mystical fascination 


P 


